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Lana's Hideaway 

"Yo! Brainy bastard!" 

Nate sighed and looked up from the book that he was reading. He was lying on one of the many couches that 
were dotted around 606, trying to ignore the five other maniacs that made up his band. The book in his lap 
was an escape from that world, a way to try and stop his IQ from plummeting through the floor. 

Leaning against the door frame was the king of the knuckle draggers himself. Nate had often wondered how the 
mouth breathers of the band managed to actually survive in a world where the odds should have been stacked 
against them. How they'd managed to become one of the biggest selling bands in the world often caused his 
brain to melt. 


"Yes, Dave?" he sweetly replied. 


"We're ready for you." Dave paused and nodded to the battered paperback that rested against Nate's thighs. 
"What are you reading?" 


Nate held it up to show Dave the cover of George Orwell's 784 The dark haired man appeared to frown with 


confusion. 
"Never read it." 


"Maybe you should" He placed the book to one side and got to his feet. "Although our current government 
appears to be using it as a training manual rather than the warning it was originally intended as." He continued 
as they walked along the hallway, "Many of the authors from that period had stark warnings of what the 


future could become." 


Nate paused at the control room door and smiled at the other man. "Less time trolling Reddit and more time 


reading up on our world, Dave." 


He got his bass parts out of the way and fled the studio. But not before placing the book on Dave's desk. He'd 
attached a Post-It to the cover. 


If you kept the small rules, you could break the big ones. 
Read it, Dave, for you can help to shape a better future. 


But there were places that he needed to be other than the studio. Racing back home, he took a quick shower 
and changed into an outfit that would probably cause the others in his band to quit breathing altogether. 


With black leather pants sliding up his legs and a black button down shirt wrapped around his torso, Nate 
grabbed the few items that he needed and made his way back to his car. Total time in the house: Forty-five 


minutes. 


The club was out of the city, hidden away in the hills and surrounded by a privacy curtain of trees. Only those 
who needed to know knew that it was there. And Nate's membership number was somewhere below one 


hundred. 


Nate pulled up in front of the sprawling brick and wood building. Warm lights blazed from the windows and 
strings of fairy lights crept along the veranda The building's pointed roof was topped off by the full moon that 
hung so many miles above them. In the distance, Nate could hear the call of coyotes. It was a beautiful and 


warm evening, one that was perfect for playing. 


He walked up the steps and in to the front door. No introductions were needed and Carla, the sweet young 
woman who was forever on the front desk, just smiled and nodded at him. 


"Good to see you again, Nate. It's been a while," she said. 


He gave her a smile and swiped a mint from the bowl at her elbow. "Life's been busy. And now life's stressed 


and busy." 


"So you decided to come here?" 
He popped the mint in to his mouth and nodded. "You bet." 


Her smiled widened and she reached out a hand to touch his arm. Her nailed were painted red. "You made a 


good choice. You go and have fun" 


The reception area of the building was all open plan and smelled of citrus. There were deep couches and coffee 
tables dotted with magazines and more bowls of candies. Christmas was just around the corner so the bowls 
were filled with mini candy canes and other seasonal favourites. A few people milled around, relaxing on the 


plush cushions or talking to one another. 

Nate stepped in to the first room on his left and instantly felt at home. There were more couches, all of them 
the colour of wine. More coffee tables with more magazines and more diabetes inducing candy. Nate had long 
said that he needed to bring Dave here. Not for what actually happened in the building but because the dark 
haired sugar addict would spend the evening as high as a kite. With Dave it was either food or sex. The two 


never did meet. 

He was just about to plop himself down on to a couch when someone caught his eye. The guy was tall and 
slender with short, greying hair and glasses. Just the nerdy kind of guy that Nate would go for. And possibly 
someone who was on his wavelength. Someone who didn't think that thinking was some kind of occupational 
hazard. 

The guy was eyeing up the pile of magazines when Nate wandered over. 

"Hey. | haven't seen you around here before. I'm Nate." 

The guy looked up and gave him a suspicious look before offering out a hand. "Stone." 


"As in pebbles?" Nate took the other man's hand and shook it. 


The guy sighed and slid his hand from Nate's. "Yeah. Very funny. Not like | haven't heard that one a million 


times before." 


"Sorry. Didn't mean to offend you." He paused and glanced around himself in the time honoured "So what do you 
think?" gesture. "So what do you think? Of Lana's, | mean?" 


The guy - Stone - shrugged. "Pretty cool place. Didn't know they existed” 


"Yeah, it's not your conventional sex club kind of place," Nate replied. "More like a laid back dating service with 


homely touches and the chance to get freaky, if you wish." 


Those last three words were said with a grin twitching his lips. Nate couldn't help himself. He'd come to Lana's 
Hideaway for just that reason. 


"So how did you find it?" he asked. 
Stone scratched his head, his eyes everywhere but on Nate. "The New York Times crossword." 


Made sense. Lana catered to a certain kind of person, those who may find dating and sex in the "normal" world 
a little more difficult. Membership was closely controlled and only those who could solve her cryptic clues 
would be allowed entry. Membership was also based on the ability to answer a single, brain twisting, riddle on 
the anniversary of a member's joining date. It was perfect for keeping out those who couldn't fight their way 
in to a cereal box. Namely the likes of Dave and Taylor. 


Nate guided the other man to a couch and sat beside him. For the next hour they talked, asking one another 
about their lives and digging a little deeper. To sit and talk with another musician whose IQ was well into treble 
figures was nice and it warmed Nate to discover that, like his band, Stone's also teased the nerdy, intelligent 


guy. It definitely seemed to be a pattern. 


The more they talked, the deeper they went, secrets coming to the surface and, of course, the reason they 


chose the secrecy of Lana's Hideaway. 

Nate chuckled as he sipped at a coffee. "Why do | come here? Because it's the only place that | can get my 
ass beaten in peace and quiet and without having to explain myself to someone who possibly doesn't 
understand. | needed a place to come and be me and this place is just that." 

He could see the twinkle in the other man's eye and, thankfully, there wasn't a hint of a blush on Stone's 
cheeks. Looked like he'd turned up at Lana's because he was genuine and not because he was completely 
clueless and looking for cheap thrills. 

With his mug resting against his knee, Nate asked, "So what about you? Why are you here?" 


"Sounding," the other man replied. 


Nate knew the term but only in the loosest sense. The mere mention of it still caused him to raise an 


eyebrow. "Sounding?" 
"Yeah, inserting medical probes in to the urethra. If you haven't tried it, Nate, you should. It feels incredible." 


Nate could feel a blush tickling his cheeks. It was a practice that he'd never considered before and one which 
caused his groin to tighten. Downing the rest of his coffee, he nodded. "Maybe | will, one day." 


Stone raised an eyebrow. "How about tonight?" 


He genuinely did think that he'd seen everything during his time at Lana's. But apparently he hadn't. Placing his 
mug on the coffee table, Nate stood and offered out a hand to the other man. "Let's go see if Lana has the 
shit for that. I'm sure she does. She has pretty much everything." 


As the morning began to warm up, Nate wobbled from the secluded building and out to his car. His ass hurt 
and his dick was.. a little more sensitive than normal. He'd also learned something valuable; never underestimate 
anyone who looks as nerdy as you do. Chances are they're a kinky little shit who'll enjoy taking the time to 


tease you into jibbering mess. 


Which is exactly what the delicious Stone had done. All night long. He'd reddened Nate's ass until the bruises 
had started to show before sticking things down his dick and in his ass. He'd only let up when Nate had erupted 
and passed out. 


It was a night that Nate wasn't going to forget in a hurry. And one that he'd get to relive the following week. 


